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were cold In death. And now Fve lost everything that
made life lovely to me. What was he to you? What was
he to his mother? To me he was my child, my friend,
my lover, my god. And you killed him,

STELLA: That's a lie!

LICONDA: Come, Nurse Wayland, you have no right to say
that.

NURSE: [Beside herself.] It's true and you know It!

LICONDA: [Impatiently.} I know nothing of the kind. I only
know that you've worked yourself Into a state In which
you are saying all sorts of things for which you have no
justification.

STELLA: [W///& a tolerant shrug of the shoulders.} My dear, I
could no more have killed Maurice than I could walk
a tight rope. Doesn't It occur to you that there was
nothing to prevent my leaving him? Who could have
blamed me?

NURSE: How would you have lived? You haven't a penny
of your own. I've heard you tell Maurice a hundred
times that you had to mind your p's and q's because he
was your only means of livelihood.

STELLA: I certainly shouldn't have repeated a feeble little
joke so often. I suppose I could have worked.

NURSE: [Scornfully.] You!

STELLA: Fve often noticed that the average woman who
works for a living looks upon It as a little miracle and
can never believe that any other can be clever enough
to do the same thing. I needn't have become a nurse,
you know. I might have made hats or Invented a face
cream.

NURSE: Do you think this is the time to make cheap jokes?

STELLA: I shouldn't have thought so. But you surely begaa
when you accused me of poisoning rny husband.

NURSE: Do you know what it means to work for one's
living? Do you. think one doesn't often feel tired and ill